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To che Rt. Hon. George Lord Lanſdown. 
* ſoreſts, Windſor ! and thy green retreats, | 
At once the Monarch s and the Muſes ſeats, | 
Invite my lays. Be preſent, ſylvan maids 1+ | 
Unlock your ſprings, and open all your ſhades. 
Granville commands ; your aid, O Muſes, bring 1 
What Muſe for Granville can refuſe to ſing ? 5 
The groves of Eden, vaniſh'd now ſo long, 
Live in deſcription, and look green in ſong; 
Theſe, were my breaſt inſpir'd with equal flame, 
Like them in beauty, ſhould be like in fame, 
Here hills and vales, the woodland and the plain, 
Here earth and water ſeem to ſtrive again! 
Not chaos-like, together cruſh'd and bruis d, | 
But, as the world, harmoniouſly confus'd :; 
Where order in variety we ſee, oY Me 
And where, tho? all things differ, all agree. 
Here waving groves a chequer'd ſcene diſplay, 
And part admit, and part exclude che day 3 ; 
%% V 
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As ſome coy nymph her lover's warm addreſs 
Nor quite indulges, nor can quite repreſs. 
There, interſpers'd in lawns and op'ning gladee, 
Thin trees ariſe that ſhun each other's ſhades : * 
Here in full light the ruſſet plains extend; | 
There, wrapt in clouds, the bluiſh hills aſcend. 
Ev'n the wild heath diſplays her purple dyes, 
And 'midſt the deſart fruitful fields ariſe, 

That crown'd with tufted trees and fringing corn, 
Like verdant iſles, the ſable waſte adorn. 
J.et India boaſt her plants, nor envy we 

The weeping amber or the balmy tree, 

While by our oaks the precious loads are borne, 
And realms commanded which thoſe trees adorn, 
Not proud Olympus yields a nobler fight, 
Tho gods aſſembled grace his tow'ring height, 


Than what more humble mountains offer here, 


Where, in their bleſſings, all thoſe gods appear. 


See Pan with flocks, with fruits Pomona crown'd ; 


Here bluſhing Flora paints th' enamell'd ground 


Here Ceres' gifts in waving proſpett ſtand, 

And nodding tempt the joyful reaper's hand; 

Rich Induſtry ſits ſmiling on the plains, 

And peace and plenty tell, a Stuart reigns, 
Not thus the land appear'd in ages paſt, 

A dreary deſart, and a gloomy waſte ; 

To ſavage bealls and ſavage laws a prey; 

And Kings more furious and ſevere than they 3 : 


Who 


1 

Who claim'd che ſkies, diſpeopled air and floods, 
The lonely lords of empty wilds and woods : 
Cities laid waſte, they ſtorm'd the dens and caves, 
(For wiſer brutes were backward to be flaves). 
What could be free, when lawleſs beaſts obey'd, 
And ev'n the elements a tyrant ſway'd ? 
In vain kind ſeaſons ſwell'd the teeming. grain, 
Soft ſhow'rs diſtill'd, and ſuns grew warm in vain ; 
The ſwain with tears his fruſtrate labour yields, = 
And famiſh' d dies amidſt his ripen'd fields. 
What wonder then, a beaſt or ſubject ſlain 
Were equal crimes in a deſpotic reign 9 
Both doom'd alike for ſportive tyrants bled ; 
But while the ſubject ſlatv'd, the beaſt was fed, 
Proud Nimrod firſt the bloody chace began; 
A mighty hunter, and his prey was man; 
Our haughty Norman boafls that barb'rous name, 
And makes his trembling fla ves the royal game. 
The fields are raviſh'd from th' induſtrious ſwains, 
From men their cities, and from gods their fanes: 
The levell'd towns with weeds lie cover'd o'er ; 
The hollow winds thro' naked temples roar; - 
Round broken columns claſping. ivy twin'd ; 
Ober heaps of ruin ſtalk'd the ſtately hind; 
The fox obſcene to gaping tombs retires; 
And ſavage howlings fill the ſacred quires, 
Aw'd by his nobles, by his commons curſt, 
Th' oppreſſor rul'd tyrannic where he durſt; 

Sr Stretch'd 
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Stretch'd o'er the poor and church his iron rod, 
And ſerv'd alike his vaſſals and his God, 


Whom ev'n the Saxon ſpar'd, and bloody Dane, 5 


The wanton victims of his ſport remain. 


But ſee, the man who ſpacious regions gave 


A waſte ſor beafts, himſelf denied a grave! 
Stretch'd on the lawn his ſecond hope ſurvey, 


At once the chacer, and at once the prey: 

Lo! Rufus, tugging at the deadly dart, 

Bleeds in the foreſt like a wounded hart. | Y 
| Succeeding monarchs heard the ſubjects cries, 


Nor ſaw diſpleas'd the peaceful cottage riſe, 


Then gath'ring flocks on unknown mountains fed; 
O'er ſandy wilds were yellow harveſts ſpread ; 


The foreſts wonder'd at th* unuſual grain, 
And ſecret tranſport touch'd the conſcious ſwain, 


Fair Liberty, Britannia's Goddeſs, rears 


Her cheerful head, and leads the golden years, 


Ye vig'rous ſwains | while youth ferments your blood, 
And purer ſpirits ſwell the ſprightly flood, 
Now range the hills, the gameful woods beſet, 


Wind the ſhrill horn, or ſpread the waving net, 


When milder autumn ſummer's heat ſucceeds, 
And in the new-ſhorn field the partridge feeds, 
Before his lord the ready ſpaniel bounds, | 
Panting with hope, he tries the furrow'd grounds : 
But when the tainted gales the game betray, 


Couch'd cloſe he lies. and meditates the prey: 


Secure 
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Secure they truſt th unfaithful field beſet, 
Till hov' ring o'er 'em {weeps the ſwelling net, 
Thus (if ſmall things we may with great compare) 
When Albion ſends her eager ſons to war, 
Some thoughtleſs town, with eaſe and plenty bleſt, 
Near, and more near, the cloſing lines inveſt ; 
Sudden they ſeize th' amaz'd, defenceleſs prize, 
And high in air Britannia's dandard flies. 

See ! from the brake the whirring eafant ſprings; 
And mounts exulting on triumphant wings : 
Short is his. joy; he feels the fiery wouud, 
Flutters in blood, and panting beats the ground. 
Ah! what avail his gloſly, varying dyes, 
IIis purple creſt and ſcarlet-creſted eyes, 
The vivid green his ſhining plumes unfold, 
His painted wings, and breaſt that flames with gold! 

Nor yet, when moiſt Arfurus clouds the ſky, 
The woods and fields their pleaſing toils deny, 
To plains with well-breath'd beagles we repair, 
And trace the mazes ofthe circling hare 
(Beaſts, urg'd by us, their fellow bealls pariue,, 
And learn of man each other to undo) : 
With flaught'cing guns th' unwearied fowler roves ; 
When froits Wis whiten'd all the naked groves; 
Where doves in flocks the leafleſs trees o'erſhade, 
And lonely woodcocks haunt the wat'ry glade. 
He lifts the tube, and levels with his eye; 
Straight A ſhort thunder breaks the frozen "Sp ; 
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Oft, as in ajry rings they ſkim the heath, 


The clam'rous lapwings feel the leaden death; 


Oft, as the mounting larks their notes prepare, 


They fall, and leave their little lives 1 in air. 


In genial ſpring, beneath the quiv'ring ſhade, 


Where cooling vapours breathe along the mead, 


The patient fiſher takes his filent ſtand, 
Intent, his angle trembling in his hand: 


With looks unmov'd he hopes the ſcaly breed, 


And eyes the dancing cork and bending reed. 


Our plenteous flreams a various race ſupply : 


The bright-eyed perch, with fins of Tyrian dye; 


The filver eel, in ſhining volumes roll'd ; 


The yellow carp, in ſcales bedropt with gold; 


Swift trouts, diverſified with crimſon flains ; 


And pykes, the tyrants of the wat'ry plains. 


Now Cancer glows with Phoebus” ftery cars 
The youth ruſh eager to the ſylvan war, 


| Swarm o'er the lawns, the foreſt walks ſurround, 
| Rouſe the fleet hart, and cheer the opening hound. 


Th' impatient courſer pants in every ver, 


And pawing ſeems to beat the diſtant plain: 


Hills, vales, and floods appear already croſs'd, 
And ere he ſtarts a thouſand ſteps are loſt. 


See the bold youth ſtrain up the threat'ning ſteep, 


Ruſh thro' the thickets, down the valleys ſweep, 


Hang ober their courſers. heads with eager ſpeed, 
And earth rolls back n the hy ing ſleed. 
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Let old Arcadia boaſt ber ample plain, 


Th' immortal huntreſs, and her virgin-train; 

Nor envy, Windſor! ſince thy ſhades have ſeen 

As bright a Goddeſs, and as chaſte a Queen: 

Whoſe care, like her's, protects the ſylvan reign; 

The earth's fair light, and Empreſs of the main. 
Here too, tis ſung, of old Diana ſtray'd, 

And Cynthus' top forſook for Windfor-ſhade ; ; 

Here was ſhe ſeen o'er airy waſtes to rove, : 

Seek the clear ſpring, or haunt the pathleſs grove; 3 

Here arm'd with ſilver bows, in early dawn, 

Her buſkin'd Virgins trac'd the dewy lawn. 
Above the reſt a rural nymph was fam'd, 

Thy offspring, Thames ! the fair Lodona nam'd 

(Lodona's fate, in long obiivion caſt, 

The Muſe ſhall ſing, and what ſhe fings ſhall laft); 


Scarce could the Goddeſs from her nymph be known, 


But by the creſcent, and the golden zone, 
She ſcorn'd the praiſe of beauty, and the care ; 


As belt her waiſt, a fillet binds her hair; 


A pointed quiver on her ſhoulder ſounds, 
And with her dart the flying deer ſhe wounds, 
It chanc'd, as eager of the chace, the maid 
Beyond the foreſt's verdant limits ſtray d, 

Pan ſaw and loy'd ; and burning with deſire, 
Purſued her flight; her flight increas'd his fire. 
Not half ſo ſwift the trembling doves can fly, 
When the fierce cagle cleaves the liquid {ky ; 


Not 
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Not half ſo ſwiftly the fierce eagle moves, 


When thro' the clouds he drives "thi trembling doves; 1 
| As from the God ſhe flew with furious pace, 1 
Dr as the God more furious urg'd the chace; ; 
| Now fainting, ſinking, pale the nymph appears; d 

Now cloſe behind his ſounding ſteps ſhe hears ; 


And now his ſhadow reach'd her as ſhe run, 


His ſhadow lengthen'd by the fetting ſun ; 
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b And now his ſhorter breath, with ſultry arr, 
8 Pants on her neck, and fans her parting hair. 
In vain on father Thames ſhe calls for ald, 
Nor could Diana help her injur'd maid. 
Faint, breathleſs, thus ſhe pray'd, nor pray di in vain | 
« Ah Cynthia! ah—tho' baniſh'd from thy train, 
6: Let me, O let me, to the ſhades repair. 
„ My native ſhades there weep, and murmur chere.“ 
She ſaid, and melting as in tears ſhe lay, 
In a ſoft ſilver ſtream difloly'd away, 
The filver ſtream her virgin coldneſs keeps, 
For ever murmurs, and for ever weeps; 
Still bears the name the hapleſs virgin bore, 
And bathes the foreſt where ſhe rang'd before, 
In her chaſte current oft the Goddeſs laves, 
And with celeſtial tears augments the waves, 
Oft in her glaſs the muſing ſhepherd ſpies 
The headlong mountains and the downward ſkies, 
The wat'ry landſkip of the pe endant woods. 
And abſent trees that tremble in the floods; 
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In the clear azure gieam the flocks are ſeen, - 
And floating foreſts paint the waves with green; 
Thro' the fair ſcene roll flow the ling'ring ſtreams. 
Then foaming pour along, and ruſh into the Thames, 
Thou, too, great father of the Britiſh floods ! 
With joyſul pride ſurvey'ſt our lofty woods; 
Where tow'ring oaks their growing honours rear, 
And future navies on thy ſhores appear : 
Not Neptune's ſelf from all her ſtreams receives 
A wealthier tribute than to thine he gives. 
No ſeas ſo rich, ſo gay no banks appear, 
No lake ſo gentle, and no ſpring ſo clear 
Nor Po ſo ſwells the fabling Poet's lays, 
While led along the ſkies his current ſtrays, 
As thine, which viſits Windſor's fam'd abodes, 
To grace the manſion of our earthly Gods; 
Nor all his ſtars above a luſtre ſhew 
Like the bright beauties on thy banks below; 
Where Jove, ſubdued by mortal paſſion ſtill, 
Might change Olympus for a nobler hill. 
Happy the man whom this bright Court approves, 
His ſov'reign favours, and his country loves: 
Happy, next him, who to theſe ſhades retires, 
Whom Nature charms, and whom the Muſe inſpires; 
Whom humbler joys of home-felt quiet pleaſe, 
Succeſſive ſtudy, exerciſe, and eaſe. 
He gathers health from herbs the foreſt vields, 
And of their fragrant phyfic ſpoils the fields; 
| With 


5 


With chemic arts exalts the min'ral pow'rs, 
1 And draws the aromatic ſouls of flow'rs N 
Now marks the courſe of rolling orbs on high; 
O'er figur'd worlds now travels with his eye; 
Of ancient writ unlocks the learned ſtore, 
Conſults the dead, and lives paſt ages o'er; 
Or wand'ring thoughtful in the ſilznt wood, 
Attends the duties of the wiſe and good, 
T' obſerve a mean, be to himſelf a friend, 
i To follow nature, and regard his end: 
I Or looks on heaven with more than mortal eye, 
Bids his free ſoul expatiate in the {kies, 
Amid her kindred ſtars familiar roam, 


Survey the region, and confeſs her home ! 
Such was the life great Scipio once admir'd ; 
Thus Atticus, and Trumbal thus, retir'd. 

Ye ſacred Nine! that all my ſoul poſſeſs, 
Whoſe raptures fire me, and whoſe viſions bleſs, 
Bear me, oh bear me to ſequeſter'd ſcenes, 

The bow'ry mazes, and ſurrounding greens ; 
i To Thames's banks which fragrant breezes fill, 
| | Or where ye Muſes ſport on Cooper's Hill 
i (On Cooper's Hill eternal wreaths ſhall grow, 
| While laſts the mountain, or while Thames ſhall ow k 


I ſeem thro' conſecrated walks to rove, 


J hear ſoft muſic die along the grove : 
Led by the ſound, I roam from ſhade to ſhade, 
By godlike paets venerable made : 


Here 


1 
Here his fieſt lays majeftic Denham ſung 3 
There the laſt numbers flow'd from Cowley”: s tongue. . 
O early loſt ! what tears the river ſhed, 
When the ſad pomp along his banks was led ! 
His drooping ſwans on ev'ry note expire, 
And on his willows hung each Muſe's lyre, 
Since fate relentleſs ſtopp'd their heavenly voice, 
No more the foreſts ring, or groves rejoice ; 
Who now ſhall charm the ſhades where Cowley ſtrung 
His living harp, and lofiy Denham ſung ! 
But hark! the groves rejoice, the foreſt rings! * 
Are theſe reviv'd? or is it Granville ſings P 
*Tis yours, my Lord, to bleſs our ſoft retreats, 
And call the Muſes to their ancient ſeats; 
To paint anew the flow'ry ſylvan ſcenes, 


To crown the foreſts with immortal greens, 
Make Windſor hills in lofty numbers riſe. 
And lift her turrets nearer to the ſkies; 
To ſing thoſe honours you deſerve to wear, 
And add new luſtre to her ſilver ſtar. | 
Here noble Surrey felt the ſacred rage, 
Surrey, the Granville of a former age : 
Matchleſs his pen, viftorious was his lance, | 
Bold in the lifts, and graceful in the dance: A 
In the ſame ſhades the Cupids tun'd his lyre. 
Io the ſame notes, of love, and ſoft defire ; 
Fair Geraldine, bright object of his vow, 
Then fill'd the groves, as heavenly Mira now, 
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Oh wouldſt thou ſing what heroes Windſor bore, 


W hat kings firſt breath'd upon her winding ſhore; | 


Or raiſe old warriors, whoſe ador'd remains 
In weeping vaults her hallow'd earth contains 1.4 | | 
With Edward's acts adorn the ſhining page, 


Stretch his long triumphs down thro” ev'ry age. 
Draw monarchs chain'd, and Creſſi's glorious held, 
The lilies blazing on the regal ſhield : 


| Then, from her roofs when Verrio's colours fall, 


And leave inanimate the naked wall, 
Still in thy ſong ſhould vanquiſh'd France appear, 
And bleed for ever under Britain's ſpear. 

Let ſofter ſtrains ill-fated Henry mourn, 
And palms eternal flouriſh round his urn. 
Here o'er the Martyr King the marble weeps, 
And, faſt beſide him, once-fear'd Edward ſleeps 2 


Whom not th' extended Albion could contain, 


From old Belerium to the northern main, 
The grave unites; where e' en the great find reſt. 


And blended lie th* oppre ſſor and th? oppreſt! 


Make ſacred Charles's tomb for ever known 
(Obſcure the place, and uninſcrib'd the ſtone), 


Oh fact accurs'd ! what tears has Albion ſhed ! 
Heavens! what new wbunds ! and how her old have bled! 
She ſaw her ſons with purple deaths expire, 7 


Her ſacred domes involv'd in rolling lire, 
A dreadful ſeries of inteſtine wars, 
Inglorious triumphs, and diſhoneſt ſcars, 


n 

At length great Anna faid— Let diſcord teaſe, 
She ſaid, the world obey'd, and all was peace! 

In that. bleſt moment from his oo bed | 

Old father Thames advanc'd his rev'rend head; 

His treſſes dropp'd with dews, and o'er the ſtream 
His ſhining horns diffus'd a golden gleam : 

| Grav'd on his urn appear'd the moon, that guides 
His ſwelling waters and alternate tides ; - 

The figur'd fireams in waves of ſilver roll'd, 

And on their banks Auguſta roſe in gold ; 
Around his throne the ſea-born brothers ftood, 
Who ſwell with tributary urns his flood! 

Firſt, the fam'd authors of his ancient name, 

The winding Iſis, and the fruitful Thame 

The Kennet ſwift, for filver eels renown'd ; 

The Loddon flow, with verdant alders crown'd; 
Cole, whoſe clear ſtreams his flow'ry iſlands lave ; 
And chalky Wey, that rolls a milky wave: 
The blue, tranſparent Vandalis appears; 

The gulphy Lee his ſedgy treſſes rears ; 

And ſullen Mole, chat hides his diving flood 

And filent Darent, ſtain'd with Daniſh blood. 
High in the midſt, upon his urn reclin'd, 

His ſea-green mantle waving with the wind, 

The God appear'd : he turn'd his azure eyes 

Where Windſor's domes and pompous turrets tile! 
Then bow'd and ſpoke 3 ; the winds forget to roar, 
And the huſh'd waves glide: ſoftly t to the ſhore. 
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Hal, ſacred Peace! hail, long-expetted days, 
"That Thames's glory to the lars {hall raiſe ! 


Tho' Tyber's ſtreams immortal Rome behold, | 


Tho' foaming Hermus fwells with tides of gold, 
From Heaven itſelf tho' ſeven- fold Nilus flows, , 
And harveſts on a hundred realms beſtows; ] 


Theſe now no more ſhall be the Muſes themes, 
Loſt in my fame, as in the ſea their ſtreams. 
Let Volga's banks with iron ſquadrons ſhine, 
And groves of lances glitter on the Rhine; 
Ler barb'rous Ganges arm a ſervile train; 
Be mine the bleſſings of a peaceful reign! 
No more my ſons ſhall dye with Britiſh blood - 
Red lber's ſands, or Ilſter's foaming flood: 
Safe on my ſhore each unmoleſted ſwain 
| Shall tend the flocks, or reap the bearded grain; 
The ſhady empire ſhall retain no trace 
Of war or blood but in the ſylvan chace; 
The trumpet ſleep while cheerful horns are blown; 
And arms employ'd on birds and beaſts alone. 
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Behold! th' aſcending villas on my ſide 
Project long ſhadows o'er the cryſtal tide. 
Behold ! Auguſta's glitt'ring ſpires increaſe, 
And temples riſe, the b eauteous works of peace. 
I ſee, I ſee, where two fair cities bend 

Their ample bow, a new Whitehall aſcend ! 
There mighty nations ſhall enquire their 3 
The worlds great oracle in times to come; 
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There 
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There kings ſhall ſue; and ſuppliant ſtates be feen 


Once more to bend before a Britiſh queen. 


Thy trees, fair Windſor ! now ſhall leave their woods 
And half thy foreſts ruſh into my floods, 
Bear Britain's thunder, and her croſs diſplay, 
To the bright regions of the riſing dax: 
Tempt icy ſeas, where ſcarce the waters roll, 
Where clearer flames glow round the frozen pole; 
Or under ſouthern ſkies exalt their ſails, 
Led by new ftars, and borne by ſpicy gales : 
For me the balm ſhall bleed, the amber flow, 
The coral redden, and the ruby glow ; 
The pearly ſhell its lucid globe infold, 
And Phœbus warm the rip'ning ore to gold, 5 
The time ſhall come when, free as ſeas or wind, 
Unbounded 'Thames ſhall flow for all mankind ; 
Whole nations enter with each ſwelling tide, 
And ſeas but join the regions they divide ; 
Earth's diflant ends our glory ſhall behold, 
And the new world launch forth to ſeek the old, 
Then ſhips of uncouth form ſhall ſtem the tide, 
And feather'd people crowd my wealthy ſide ; 
And naked youths and painted chiefs admire 
Our ſpeech, our colour, and our ſtrange attire ! 
Oh ſtretch thy reign, fair Peace ! from ſhore to ſhore, 
Till Conqueſt ceaſe, and Slavery be no more; 
Till the freed Indians in their naked groves 
Reap their own fruits, and woo their ſable loves; 
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Peru onee more a race of kings behold, 
And other Me xicos be roof'd with gold. 
Exil'd by thee from earth to deepeſt hell, 
In brazen bonds {hall barb'rous Diſcord dwelt ; 
Sigantie Pride, pale Terror, gloomy Care, 
And mad Ambition ſhall attend her there ; 
There purple Vengeance bath'd in gore retires, 
Her weapons blunted, and extintt her fires; 
There hateful Envy her own ſnakes ſhall ſecl, 
And Perſecution maurn her broken wheel: 
There Faction roar, Rebellion bite ber chain, 
And gaſping furies thirk for blood in vain. 
| Here ceaſe thy flight, nur with uohallow'd lays 
Touch the fair fame of Albion's golden days: 
The thoughts of Gods let Granville's verſe recite, 
And bring the ſeenes of op'ning fate to light: 
My humble Muſe, in unambitious Grains, 
"Paints the green forefls and the flow'ry plain, 
Where Peace deſcending bids her olives fpring, 
And ſcatters bleſþngs from her dove- like wing, 
_ Ev'nl more ſweetly paſs my carelefs days, 
Pleas'd in the filent thade with empty praiſe ; 
Enough for me, that to the liſt'ning fwains 


in 


— — — 
—— —— ͤ w-w————ů —ũu¶̊e— 
- - 


r 


By THOMAS PARNELL. 
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1 lein i joys, which all affords „ le 

Work the fond heart with unperforming ſhow; 
The wiſh that makes our bappier life compleat, 
Nor graſps the wealth nor hdnours of the great 
Nor looſely ſails on Pleaſure's eaſy ſtream, 
Nor gathers wreaths from all the groves of fame 
Weak man, whoſe charms to-theſe alone connne, 
Attend my prayer, and learn to make it thine. 
From thy rich throne, where circling trains of light: 
Make day that's endleſs, infinitely bright; 
Thence, heavenly Father ! thence with mercy dart. 
One beam of brightneſs to my longing heart. 
Dawn through the mind, drive Error's clouds away, 
And {till the rage in Paſſion's troubled ſea ;- 
That the poor baniſh'd ſoul, ſerene and free, 
May riſe from earih, to viſit heaven and thee: 
Come, Peace divine ! ſhed gently from above, 
Inſpire my willing boſom, wond'rous Love; 
Thy purpled pinions to my thoulders tye, | 
And point the paſſage where 1 want to fly. 
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But whither, whither now! what powerful fire 
With chis bleſt influence equals my deſire ? 
I riſe (or Love, the kind deluder, reigns. 
And acts in fancy ſuch enchanted ſcenes) ; 
Earth leſſening flies, the parting ſkies retreat, 
The Heecy clouds my waving feathers beat : 
And now the ſun and now the ſtars are gone, 
Yet ſtill methinks the ſpirit bears me on. 
Where tracts of æther pure r blue diſplay, 
And edge the golden realm of native day, 

Oh, ſtrange enjoyment of a bliſs unſcen ! 
Oh, raviſhment ! Oh, ſacred rage within! 
Tumultuous pleaſure, rais'd on peace of mind, 
Sincere, exceſſive, from the world refin'd ; 
J ſee the light that veils the throne on high, 
| A light unpierc'd by man's. impurer eye 3 
I hear the words, that iſſuing thence proclaim, 
Let God's attendants praiſe his awful name!“ 
Then. heads unnumber'd bend before the ſhrine, 
Myſterious ſeat of Majeſty divine!“ 
And hands unnumber'd ftrike the ſilver ſtring, 
And tongues unnumber'd Hallelujah ſing, 
See, where the ſhining Seraphims appear, 
And ſink their decent eyes with holy fear. 
See flights of angels all their feathers raiſe, 


And range the orbs, and, as they range, they Pen * 


Behold the great Apoſtles, ſweetly met, 
And high on pearls of azure æther ſet, 


Behold 
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Behold the Prophete, full of heavenly fire, 
With wandering finger wake the trembling lyre; 
And hear the Martyrs tune, and all around 
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The church triumphant makes the region ſound, 
With harps of gold, with bows of ever-green, 
With robes of white, the pious throngs are ſeen ; 
Exalted anthems all their hours employ ; 
And all is muſic and exceſs of joy. 
Charm'd with the fight, I long to bear a part; 
The pleaſure flutters at my raviſh'd heart. f 
Sweet ſaints and angels of the heavenly choir, 
If love has warm'd you with celeſtial fire, 
Aſſiſt my words, and, as they move along, 
With Hallelujahs crown the burthen'd ſong. 
Father of all above, and all below ! 

O great, and far beyond exprethon ſat 
No bounds thy knowledge, none thy power confine,_ 
For power and knowledge in their ſource are thi ne; 
Around thee glory ſpreads her golden wing; 

Sing, glittering angels, Hallelujahs ſing. 
Son of the Father, firſt-begotten Son! 
Ere the ſhort meaſuring line of time begun, 
The world has ſeen thy works, aud-joy'd to ſee 
The bright effulgence mani feſt i in thee. 
The world muſt. own thy Love's unfathom'd ſpring. 3 
Sing, glittering. angels, Hallelujah ſing. 
Proceeding Spirit, equally. divine, 
In whom the Godhead's full perfections ſhine ! 
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With various graces, comforts unexpreſs'd, 


Wich holy tranſports you refine the bre aſt; 
And earth is heavenly, where your gifts you bring, 
Sing, glittering angels, Hallelujah ſing. 


But where' s my rapture, where my wond'rous heat ? 


What | interruption makes my bliſs retreat ? 


This world's got in, the thoughts of t'other's croſt, 


And the gay picture's in my fancy loſt. 

With what an eager zeal the conſcious ſoul 
Would claim its ſeat, and, ſoaring, paſs the pole ! 
But our attempts theſe chains of earth reſtrain, 


Deride our toil, and drag us down again. 


So from the ground aſpiring meteors go, 


And, rank'd. with planets, light the world below, 


But their own bodies fink them in the iky, 


When the warmth's gone that OS them how to fly, 
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TIE FRIENDLY CONTEST. 


PB THILE Cam 1 Iſis | A Tad tribute bring. 
7 Of rival grief, to weep their pious king, 


The bards of Ifis half had-been forgot, 
Had not the ſons of Cam in pity wrote; 


From their learn'd brothers they took off the curſt, 
And prov'd their. verſe not bad—by writing worſe, 
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6 L OVER. LEONI DAS. 
Leonidas's Addreſs to his Countrymen. 


J!... LES IONS 

Remains unſhaken. Rifing he difplays 

His godlike preſence. Dignity and grace 

Adorn his frame, and manly beauty, join'd 
With ſtrength Herculean. On his aſpe& ſhines 

Sublimeſt virtue, and deſire of fame, 

Where jullice gives the laurel; in her eye 

The inextinguiſhable ſpark, which fires 
The ſouls of patriots 3 while his brow fupports 

Undaunted valour, and contempt of death, 

Serene he rofe, and thus addreſs'd the throng : 

Why this aſtoniſhment on ev*ry face, _ 

Ye men of Sparta ! Does the name of death 
Create this fear and wonder ? O my friends; 
Why do we labour thro' the arduous paths 

Which lead to virtue? Fruitiefs were the toil, 

Above the reach of human feet were plac'd 

The diſtant ſummit, if the fear of death 

Could intercept our paſſage. But in vain 


His blackeſt frowns and terrors he alſſumes, 
To ſhake the firmneſs of the mind, which kng ws 
That, wanting virtue, life is pain and woe; 


hat wanting liberty, ev'n virtue mourns, 
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And looks around for happineſs in vain. 
Then ſpeak, O Sparta, and demand my life; 
My heart exulting, anſwers to thy call, 
And ſmiles on glorious fate. To live with fame 


The gods allow to many; but to die : 
Witch equal luſtre, is a bleſſing Heaven 
Selects from all the choiceſt boons of fate, 
And with a ſparing hand on few beſtows. 
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Leonidas Anſwer to the. Perfian Ambafador. 


ETURN to Xerxes; tell him on this rock 
The Grecians, faithful to their poſt, await 
His choſen myriads ; tell him, thou haſt ſeen 
How far the luſt of empire 1s below, 
A free-born mind : and tell him, to behold 
A tyrant humbled, and by virtuous death 
To ſeal my country's freedom, is a good 


Surpaſſing all his boaſted pow'r can give. 


— F 


Pathetic Farewell of Leonidas to bis Wife ne Fant. 


See, 1 feel thy anguiſh, nor my ſoul 
Has ever known the prevalence of love, 
Eber prov'd a father's fond neſs, as this hour: 
Nor, when moſt ardent to allert my fame, 


Was once my heart inſenſible to thee, 
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How had it ſtain'd the honours of my name 

To helitate a moment, and ſuſpend 

My country's fate, to ſhameful life preferr'd 

By my inglorious colleague left no choice, 

But what in me were infamy to ſhun, 

Not virtue to accept ! Then deem no more 

That, of my love regardleſs, or thy tears, 

I haſle uncall'd to death. The voice of fate, 
The gods, my fame, my country, bid me bleed. 
O thou dear mourner ! wherefore ſtreams afreſh 
That {lood of woe ? Why heaves with ſighs renew'd. 
That tender breaſt ? Leonidas mult fall. 

Alas! farheavier miſery impends 

O'er thee and theſe, if ſoften'd by thy tears 

I ihamefully refuſe to yield that breath, 

Which juſtice, glory, liberty, and Heaven 
Claim for my country, for my ſons, and thee, 
Think on my long unalter'd love. Reſtect 

On my paternal fondneſs. Has my heart 

E'er known a paule of love, or pious care? 

Now {hall that care, that tenderneſs, be prov*d 
Moſt warm and faithful. When thy huſband dies 
For Lacedæmon's ſafety, thou wilt ſhare, 

Thou and thy children, the diffuſive good. 
Should I, thus ſingled ſrom the reſt of men, 
Alone entruſted by th' immortal gods 

With pow'r to ſave a people, ſhould my ſoul 
Deſert that ſacred cauſe, thee too I yield 


To 
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To ſorrow and toſhame ; for thou muſt weep | 
With Lacedemon, muſt with her ſufl ain 

Thy painful portion of oppreſſion”? s weight, 
Thy ſons behold now worthy of their names, 


And Spartan birth. Their growing bloom muſt pine 


In ſhame and bondage, and their youthful hearts 
Beat at the ſound of liberty no more, 

On their own virtue, and their father's fame, 
When he the Spartan freedom hath confirm'd, 
Before the world illuſtrious ſhall they riſe, 

Their country's bulwark, and their mother's joy, 
Here paus'd the patriot. With religious awe 
Grief heard the voice of virtue. No complaint 
The ſolemn ſilence broke. Tears ceas'd to flow : 

Ceas'd for a moment; ſoon again to ſtream. 

For now, in arms before the palace rang'd, 
His brave companions of the war demand 

Their leader's preſence; then her griefs renew'd, 
Too great for utt*rance, intercept her ſighs, 
And freeze each accent on her fault'ring tongue. 
In ſpeechlefs anguiſh on the hero's breaſt 

She ſinks. On ev'ry fide his children prefs, 
Hang on his knees, and kiſs his honour'd hand, 
His ſoul no longer ſtruggles to confine 

Its ſtrong compunction. Down the hero's cheek, | 
Down flows the manly ſorrow, Great in woe, 
Amid his children, who incloſe him round, 
He ſtands indulging tenderneſs and love, 

In 


E 

In graceful tears, when chus, with lifted eyes, 
Addreſs'd to Heaven: Thou ever-living Pow'r, 
Look down propitious, fire of gods and men! 
And to this faithful woman, whoſe deſert 
May claim thy favour, grant the hours of peace, 
And thou, my great forefather, ſon of Jove, 
O Herculus, neglect not theſe thy race! 
But ſince that ſpirit I from thee derive, 
Now bears me from them to reſiſtleſs fate, 

Do thou ſupport their virtue! Be they taught, 
Like thee, with glorious labour life to grace, 
And from their father let them learn to die. 


— 
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Characters of Teribazus and Ariana. 


MID the van of Perſia was a youth 
X Nam'd Teribazus, not for golden flores, 

Not for vide pallures travers'd.o'er with herds, , 
With bleating thouſands, or with bounding ſteeds, 
Nor yet for pow'r, nor ſplendid honours fam'd, 
Rich was his mind in ev'ry art divine, 

And thro' the paths of ſcience had he walk' d 

The votary of wiſdom. In the years 

When tender down inveſts the ruddy cheek, 

He with the Magy turn'd the hallow'd page 

Of Zoroaſter; then his tow'ring ſoul 

High on the plumes of contemplation ſoar'd, 

And from the lofty Babylonian fane 
„%%% 0 With 


With learn'd Chaldzans trac'd the myſlic ſphere; 
There number'd o'er the vivid fires that gleam 


Upon the duſky boſom of the night. N 
Nor on the ſands of Ganges were unheard ä 6 
The Indian ſages from ſequeſter'd pow'rs, N 
While, as attention wonder'd, they diſclos'd ] 
The pow'rs of nature ; whether in the woods, | F 
The fruitful glebe or flow'r, or healing plant. | 5 


The limpid waters, or the ambient air, ] 

Or in the purer element of fire, } 

The fertile plains where great Se ſoſltis reign'd, | 5 

Myſterious Egypt, next the youth ſurvey'd, / 

From Elephantis, where impetuous Nile : ( 

Precipitates his waters to the ſea, 1 

Which far below, receives the ſevenfold ſtream. 

Thence o'ergth' Ionic coall he ſtray d; nor paſs'd 

M.iletus by, which once enraptur'd heard, 

The tongue of Thales; nor Priene's walls, 

Where wiſdom dwelt with Bias; nor the ſeat 

Of Pittacus, along the Leſbian ſhore. 

Here too melodious numbers charm'd his ears, 

Which flow'd from Orpheus, and Muſæus old, 

And thee, O father of immortal verſe ! | 

| Mzonides, whoſe ſtrains thro' ev ry age 

Time with his own eternal lip ſhall ling. 

Back to his native Suſa then he turn'd 

His wand'ring ſteps. His merit ſoon was dear 

To Hyperanthes, generous and good; 5 «Tn , 
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And Ariana, from Darius ſprung 


With Hyperanthes, of th' imperial race 
Which rul'd th' extent of Aſia, in diſdain 
Of all her greatneſs oft, an humble ear 


To him would bend, and liſten to his voice. 5 


Her charms, her mind, her virtue he explor'd 


Admiring. Soon was admiration chang'd = 


To love, nor lov'd he ſooner than deſpair'd, 

But unreveal'd and ſilent was his pain: 

Nor yet in ſolitary ſhades he roam'd, 

Nor ſhunn'd reſort: but o'er his forrows caſt 

A fickly dawn of gladne ſs, and in ſmtles 

Conceal'd his angutih ; while the ſecret flame 

Reg'din his boſom, and its peace conſum'd. 
. — 

Ariana and Polydorus come by Night into the Perjian 

Camp. 

IN ſable pomp, with all her ſtarry train, 

1 The night aſſum'd her throne, Recall'd from war, 

Her long-protratted labours Greece forgets. 

Diſſolv'd in filent lumber ; all but thoſe, 

Who watch'd th' uncertain perils of the dark, 

An hundred warriors : Agis was their chief. 

High on the wall intent the hero ſat, 

As o'er the ſurface of the tranquil main 
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Along its undulating breaſt the wind 


' The various din of Aſia's hoſt convey d, 

In one deep murmur {ſwelling in his car :- 
When, by the ſound of footſteps down the paſs 
Alarm'd, he calis aloud : What feet are thoſe, 
Which beat the echoing pavement of the rock ?. 
With ſpeed reply, nor tempt your inſtant fate. 

Ile ſaid, and thus return'd a voice unknown 3 , 
Not with the feet of enemies we come, 

But crave admittance with a friendly tongue. 
The Spartan anſwers : Thro' the midnight ſhade 
What purpoſe draws your wand'ring ſteps abroad 5 

To whom the ſtranger: We are friends to Greece, 
And to the preſence of the Spartan king 
Admiſhon we implore. The cautious Quiet 
Of Lacedæmon heſitates again; 

When thus, with accents muſically ſweet, 
A tender voice his wond' ring ears allur'd: 

O gen'rous Grecian, liſten to the pray r 
Of one diſtreſs'd ! whom grief alone hath led 
In this dark hour to theſe victorious tents, _ 
A wretched woman, innocent of fraud, 

The Greek deſcending thro? th' unfolded gates 
Upheld a flaming brand. One firſt appear'd 
In ſervile garb attir'd ; but near his ſide 
A woman graceful and majeſtic flood : 

Not with an aſpect rivalling the pow'r 
Of fatal Helen, or the wanton charms 
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Of love's ſoft queen; but ſuch as far excell'd 
Whate'er the lily biending with the roſe 
Paints on the cheek of beauty, ſoon to fade ; 
Such as expreſs'd a mind which wiſdom, 
And ſweetneſs temper'd, virtue's pureſt light 
Illumining the countenance divine: | 
Yet could not ſoothe remorſeleſs fate, nor teach 
Malignant fortune to revere the good ; 
Which oft with anguiſh rends the ſpotleſs heart, 
And oft aſſociates wiſdom with deſpair, 
In courteous phraſe began the chief humane : 

Exalted fair, who thus adorn'ſt the night, 
Forbear to blame the vigilance of war, 
And to the laws of rigid Mars impute, 
That I thus long unwilling have delay'd 
Before the great Leonidas to place. 
This your apparent dignity and worth. 

He ſpake, and gently to the lofty tent 
Of Sparta's king the lovely ſtranger guides, 
At Agis' ſummons, with a mantle broad 
His mighty limbs Leonidas infolds, 
And quits his couch. In wonder he ſurveys 
Th' illuſtrious virgin, whom his preſence aw'd :. 
Her eye ſubmiſhve to the ground inclin'd, 
With veneration of the god-like man, 
But ſoon his voice her anxious dread diſpell'd.. 
Benevolent and hoſpitable thus: 
C3 Thy 
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Thy form alone, thus amiable and great, 
Thy mind delineates, and from all commands 
Supreme regard. Relate, thou noble dame, 


By what relentleſs deſtiny compell'd., 

Thy tender feet the paths of darkneſs tread ; 

Rehearſe th' afllictions whence thy virtue mourns. 

On her wan cheek a ſudden bluſh aroſe, 

Like day's firſt dawn upon the twilight pale, 

And, wrapt in grief, theſe words a paſſage broke: 
If to be moſt unhappy, and · to know 

That hope is irrecoverably fled; 


If to be great and wretched, may deſerve 
Commiſſeration from the good, behold, 


Thou glorious leader of unconquer'd bands, 
Behold, deſcended from Darius' loins, 


Th' afflicted Ariana, and my pray'r 


Accept with pity, nor my tears diſdain ! 


Firſt, that I lov'd the beſt of human race, 


_ By nature's hand with ev'ry virtue form'd, 


Heroic, wiſe, adorn'd with ev'ry art, 


Of ſhame unconſcious does my heart reveal, 


This day in Grec:an arms con ſpicuous clad 
He fought, he fell. A paſhon long conceal'd; 


For me, alas! within my brother's arms 


His dying breath reſigning, he difcios'd, 


—  - Oh 1 will lay my ſorrows ! will forbid 
My eyes. to ſtream before thee, and my heart, 
Thus full. of anguiſh, will from ſighs reſtrain! 


For 
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For why ſhould thy humanity be griev'd 
With my diſtreſs, and learn from me to mourn 
The lot of nature, doom'd to care and pain! 
Hear then, O king, and grant my ſole requeſt, 
To ſeek his body in the heaps of ſlain. | 
Thus to the Spartan ſued the regal maid, 
Reſembling Ceres in majeſtic woe, 
When ſupplicant at Jove's reſplendent throne, 
From dreary Pluto, and th' infernal gloom, 
Her lov'd and loft Proferpina ſhe ſought. 
Fix'd on the weeping queen with ſtedfall eyes. 
Laconia's chief theſe tender thoughts recall'd: 
Such are thy ſorrows, O for ever dear ® 
Who now at Lacedæmon doſt deplore 
My everlaſting abſence ! then inclin'd 


His head, and ſigh'd; nor yet forgot to charge 
His friend, the gentle Agis, thro' the ſtraits 
The Perſian princeſs to attend and aid. 
With careful ſteps they ſeck her lover's corſe, 
The Greeks remember'd, where by fate repreſs'd 
His arm firſt ceas'd to mow their legions down 3 
And from beneath a maſs of Perſian flan 
| Soon drew the hero, by his armour known. 


To Agis' high pavilion they reſort. 


Now, Ariana, what tranſcending pangs 
Thy ſoul involv'd ! what horror claſp'd thy heart! 
But love grew mightieſt; and her beauteous limbs | 


WW 
5 


. * 
— pi —# — r n 
x": e * 


— - 
\ r 
— 


DS 

On the cold breaſt of Teribazus threw 

The grief diſtracted maid, The clotted gore \ 
Deform'd her ſnowy boſom. O'er his wounds 
Looſe flow'd her hair, and bubbling from her eyes 
Impetuous ſorrow lav'd the purple clay, 
When forth in groans her lamentations broke! 

O torn for ever from my weeping eyes! 

Thou, who deſpairing to obtain her heart, 
Who then molt lov'd thee, didſt antini yield 
Thy life to fate's inevitable dart 


For her, who now in agony unfolds 
Her tender bofom, and repeats her vows 
To thy deafear, who fondly to her own 

Now claſps thy breaſt inſenfible and cold, 

Alas! do thole unmoving ghaftly orbs 

Perceive my guſhing anguiſh ? Does that heart, 

Which death's inanimating hand hath chill'd, 

Share in my ſuff'ripgs, and return my ſighs ? 

—— ©O bitter unſurmountable diftreſs! 

Lo! on thy breaſt is Ariana bow'd, 

Hangs o'er thy face, unites her cheek to thine, 
Not now to liſten with enchanted ears 
To thy perſuafive eloquence, no more : 

Charm'd with the wiſdom of thy copious mind ! 


She could no more : invincible deſpair 
Suppreſs'd her utt'rance. As a marble form 
Fix'd on the ſolemn ſepulchre, unmov'd, 

O'er fome dead hero, whom his country lov'd, 
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Bends down the head with imitated woe: 
So paus'd the princeſs o'er the breathleſs clay, 
Intranc'd in ſorrow. On the dreary wound. 
Where Dithryrambus' ſword was deepeſt plung'd, 
Mute for a ſpace and motionleſs ſhe gaz'd ; 
Then with a look unchang'd, nor trembling hand, 
Drew forth a poniard, Which her garment veil'd, 
And ſheathing in her heart th' abhorred ſteel, 
On her {lain lover ſilent ſinks in death. 


— ce DDD — — 
On Liberty, and in Praiſe of Mr. Howard 
CowreR, 
H could I worſhip aught beneath the {kies, 
That earth hath ſeen or fancy could deviſe, 
Thine altar, ſacred Liber, ſhould ſtand, 
Built by no mercenary vulgar hand, 


With fragrant turf, and flow'rs as wild and fair, 
Asever dreſs'd a bank, or ſcanted ſummer air, 


Duly as ever on the mountain's height 

The peep of morning ſhed a dawning light : : 
Again, When evening in her ſober veſt 

Drew the grey curtain of the fading Weſt; 
My ſoul ſhould yield thee willing thanks and praiſe 
For the chief bleſſings of my faireſt days; 

But that were ſacrilege—praiſe is not thine , 

But his who gave thee, and preſerves thee mine: 


Elſe 
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 Elfe I would ſay, and as I ſpake bid fly 


A captive bird into the boundleſs ſky, 

This triple realm adores thee—thou art come 
From Sparta hither, and art here at home ; 
We feel thy force ſtill active, at this hour 


Enjoy immunity from prieſtly pow'r ; 


While conſcience, happier than in ancient y ears, 
Owns no ſuperior but the God ſhe fears, 
Propitious Spirit! yet expunge a wrong 
Thy rites have ſuffer'd, and our land, too long; 
Teach mercy to ten thouſand hearts that ſhare 
The fears and hopes of a commercial care : 


Priſons expett the wicked, and were built 


To bind the 1awleſs and to puniſh guilt, 


But ſhipwreck, earthquake, battle, fire, and flood, 
| Are mighty miſchiefs not to be withſtood; 
And honeſt merit ſtands on ſlipp'ry ground, 


Where cover guile and artifice abound: 


Let juſt reſtraint, for public peace deſign'd, 
Chain up the wolves and tigers of mankind 


The ſoe of virtue has no claim to thee, 


But let inſolvent innocence go free, 
Patron of elſe the molt deſpis'd of men, 

Accept the tribute of a ſtranger's pen; 

Verſe, like the laurel its immortal meed, 


| Should be the guerdon of a noble deed: 


I may alarm thee, but 1 fear the ſhaine 
(Charity choſen as my theme and aim) 4 


I muſt incur, forgetting Howard's name. 


Bleſt 
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Bieft with all wealth can give thee to reſign 
Joys doubly ſweet to feelings quick as thine; 
To quit the bliſs thy rural ſcenes beſtow, 
To ſeek a nobler amidſt ſcenes of woe ; 
To traverſe ſeas, range kingdoms, and bring home, 
Not che proud monumeuts of Greece or Rome, 
But knowledge ſuch, as only dungeons teach, 
And only ſympathy like thine could reach; 
That grief, ſequeſter'd from the public ſtage, 
Might ſmooth her feathers, and enjoy her cage— 
| Speaks a divine ambition, and a zeal 
The boldeſt patriot might be proud to feel, 
Oh that the voice of clamour and debate, 
That pleads for peace till it diſturbs the ſtate, 
Were huſh'd in favour of thy gen'rous plea, 
The poor thy clients, and Heaven's ſmile thy fee? 


— — 
Epriſtolary Verſes to George Colman, Efa. written in 
the Year, 1756. 
By Mr. Rozzxt LLOYD. 
OD know, Join George, I'm none of thoſe 


2 That condeſcend to write in proſe : 


Inſpir'd with pathos and ſublime, 


I always foar—an doggrel rhyme : 
And ſcarce can aſk you how you do, 


Wi hout a jingling line or two. 5 
Beſides, 
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Beſides, I always took delight in 
What bears the name of eaſy writing; 
Perhaps the reaſon makes it pleaſe 
Is, that I find 'tis writ with caſe. 

I vent a notion here in private, 
Which public taſte can ne'er connive at, 
Which thinks no wit or judgment greater 
Than Addiſon and his Spectator; 
Who ſays (it is no matter where, 
But that he ſays it I can ſwear) 
Wich eaſy verſe moſt bards are ſmitten, 
Becauſe they think it's eaſy. written; 
Whereas the eaſier it appears, | 
The greater marks of care it wears; 
Of which to give an explanation, 

Take this by way of illuſtration, . 
The fam'd Mat. Prior, it is ſaid, 
Ofc bit his nails, and ſcratch'd his head, 
And chang'd a thought a hundred times, 
Becauſe he did not like the rhymes: 
To make my meaning clear, and pleaſe ye, 
In ſhort, he labour'd to write eaſy. 
And yet no Critic e'er defines 
His poems into labour'd lines, 
I have a ſimile will hit him; "3 
His verſe, like clothes, was made to fit him: 
Which (as no taylor e'er denied) 
The better fit the more they're tried. 


. f Fo Rn 


Though 


1 


Though I have mention'd Prior's name, 
Think not I aim at Prior's fame. 
*Tis the reſult of admiration 
To ſpend itſelf in imitation 
If imitation may be ſaid, 
Which is in me by nature bred, 
And you have better proofs than theſe, 
That I'm 1dolater of Eaſe. 

Who but a madman would engage 
A Poet in the preſent age? 
Write what we will, our works beſpeak us 
Imitatores, ſervum Pecus. | 
Tale, Elegy, or lofty Ode, 
We travel in the beaten road. 
The proverb ſtill flicks cloſely by us, 
Nil dictum, quod non dictum prius, 
The only comfort that I know 
Is, that 'twas ſaid an age ago, 
Ere Milton ſoar'd 1n thought ſublime, 
Ere Pope refin'd the chink of rhyme, 
Ere Colman wrote in ſtyle fo pure, 
Or the great Two the Connoiſſeur ; 
Ere I burleſqu'd the rural cit, 
Proud to hedge in my ſcraps of wit; 
And, happy in the cloſe connection, 
T' acquire ſome name from cheir reflection; 
So (the ſimilitude is trite) 
The moon ſtill ſhines with borrow'd light; 
Vol. VI, 22. D And, 


„ 


And, like the race of modern beaux, 


Ticks with the ſun for her lac'd clothes. 
Methinks there is no better time | 
To ſhew the ute I make of rhy me, 
Than now, when I, who from beginning 
Was always fond of couplet-hnning. 
Pre ſuming on good-nature's ſcore, ä 
Thus lay my bantling at your dcor, 
The firſt advantage which 1 ie; 
Is, that I ramble looſe and free : 
The bard indeed full oft complains 
That rhymes are fetters, links, and chains; 
And, when he wants to leap the fence, 
Stili keeps him pris'ner to the ſenſe, '' 
Howe'er in common-place he rage, 
Rhyme's like your fetters on the ſtage, 
Which when the player once hath wore, 
It makes him only ſtrut the more, 
While, raving in pathetic ſtrains, 
He ſhakes his legs to clank his chains, 
From rhyme, as from a handſome face, 
Nonſenſe acquires a kind of grace; 
I therefore give it all its ſcope, 
That ſenſe may unperceiv'd elope. 
So M—_— rs of baſeſt tricks 
(I love a thng at politics) 


Amuſe the nation, court, and king, 
With breaking F—kes, and hanging Byng ; 
: . And 
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Ard make each puny rogue a prey, 


While they, the greater, flink away. 
This finite perhaps would ſtrike, 
If match'd with ſomething more alike; 
Then take it dreſs'd a ſecond time 
In Prior's Eaſe, and my Sublime. 
Say, did you never chance to meet 
A mob of people in the ſtreet. 
Ready to give the robb'd relief. 
And all in haſte to catch a thief; 
While the ſly rogne, who filct'd the prev, 
loo cloſe beſet to run away, 
Stop thief! ſtop thief! exclaims atoud, 
Anda fo eſcapes among the crowd ? 
So Miniſters, &c. 

O England, how I mourn thy fate ! 
For ſure thy loſſes now are great; 


Two ſuch what Briton can endure, 


Minorca, or the Connoiſſeur ! 
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To-day*, or e'er the ſun goes down, 
Will die the Cenſor, Mr. Town! 
Da He 


A 
—— 


- —— 


3 7 — 


* September goth, 1756, when Mr. Town, author 
of the Connoiſſeur, a periodical Ey {fince publiſhed 
in four volumes, printed for R. Baldwin, London), 
took leave of ins readers, with an humorons account of (| 
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le dies, whoe'er takes pains to con him, 


With bluſhing honours thick upon him; 
O may his name theſe verſes ſave, 


Be theſe inferib'd upon his grave ! 


© Know, Reader, that on Thurſday died, 


« The Connoiſleur, a Suicide! 

„ Yet think not that his ſoul is fled, 
© Nor rank him 'mongſl the vulgar dead, 
«© Tlowe'er defuntt you ſet him down, 
% 1e's only going out of Town,” 
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ON CONTENT. 
1 * is not youth can give content, 
Nor is it wealth's decree ; 
It is a gift from IIeaven ſent, 
Tho! not to thee or me. 
It is not in the Monarch's crown, 
Tho' he'd give millions for't : 
It dwells not in his Lordſhip's frown, 
Or waits on him to court, 


It is not in a coach aud fix, 
It is not in a garter 
Ils not in love or politics, 


But 'tis in Hodge the carter, 


in 


* 
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Veni Creator Siritus, parabhiraſed. 


DRY DEN. 


"AREATOR Spirit, by whoſe aid 


— The world's foundations firſt were laid, 


Come viſit ev'ry pious mind 
Come pour thy joys on human kind ; 
From fin and ſorrow ſet us free, 
And make thy temples worthy thee, 
O ſource of uncreated light, 
The father's promis'd Paraclete ! 
Thrice holy fount, thrice holy fire, 
Our hearts with heavenly love inſpire ; 
Come, and thy ſacred unction brin 8 
To ſanctify us, While we ling. 
Plenteous of grace, deſcend from high, 
Rich in thy ſevenfold energy! 
Thou ſtrength of his Almighty hand, 


hoſe pow'r does heaven. and earth command. 


Proceeding Spirit, our defence 

Who dolt the gift of tongues diſpenſe, 

And crown'ſt thy gift with eloquence! 
Refine and purge your earthly parts ; 

But, oh, inflame and fire our hearts! 
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He dies, whoe'er takes pains to con him, 


With bluſhing honours thick upon him; 
O may his name theſe verſes ſave, 


Be theſe inferib'd upon his grave! 


© Know, Reader, that on Thurſday died, 


© The Connoiflenr, a Suicide! 
& Yet think not that his ſoul is fled, 
% Nor rank him 'mongſt the vulgar dead, 


Towe'er defuntt you ſet him down, 


«© Ile's only going out of Town,” 
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ON CONTENT. 
E is not youth can give content, 
Nor is it wealth's decree; 
It is a gift from IIeaven ſent, 
Tho! not to thee or me. | 


It 1s not in the Monarch's crown, 


Tho' he'd give millions for't : 


It dwells not in his Lordſhip's frown, 


Or waits on him to court, 
It is not in a coach aud fix, 

It is not in a garter; 
*Iis not in love or politics, 


But 'tis in Hodge the carter, 


Pen 
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Venti Creator Shiritus para Yad. 
DRY DEN. 


REATOR Spirit, by whoſe aid 
The world's foundations firſt were laid, 
Come viſit ev'ry pious mind; 
Come pour thy joys on human kind ; 
From fin and ſorrow ſet us free, 
And make thy temples worthy thee, 
O ſource of uncreated light, 
The father's promis'd Paraclete ! 
Thrice holy fount, thrice holy fire, 
Our hearts with heavenly love inſpire ; 
Come, and thy ſacred unction bring 
To ſanctify us, While we ling. | 
Plenteous of grace, deſcend from high, 
Rich in thy ſevenfold energy ! 
Thou llrength of his Almighty hand, 
\\/ hoſe pow'r does heaven. and earth command, 
Proceeding Spirit, our defence 
Who dolſt the gift of tongues diſpenſe, 
And crown'ſt thy gift with eloquence! 
Refine and purge your earthly parts; 
But, oh, inſlame and fire our hearts!“ 


3 Our 
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Our frailties help, our vice controul, 
Submit the ſenſes to the ſoul; 


And when rebellious they are grown, . 
Then lay thy hand, and hold them down. 

Chaſe from our minds th' infernal foe, 
And peace the fruit of love, beſtow; 
And leſt our feet ſhould ſtep aſtray, 


Protect and guide us in the way. 


Make us eternal truths receive, 
And practice all that we believe: 
Give us thyſelf, that we may ſee 
The. Father and the Son, by thee, 


Immortal honour, endleſs fame, 


Attend the Almighty Father's name: 
The Saviour Son be glorified, 


Who for loſt man's redemption died; 
And equal adoration be, 
Eternal Paraclete, to thee ! 

1 dN. 


Diſcord's Houſe. 


FARD by the gates of hell her dwelling is, 
1 There whereas all plagues and harmes abound) 
Which puniſh wicked men, that walk amiſs : 
It is a darkſome delve farre under around, 
With thornes and barren brakes environd round, 
That none the ſame way may out-win; 


Yeti many ways to enter may be found, 


Bu . 
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Rut none to iſſue forth when one is in; 


For diſcord harder is to end than to begin. 


And all within the riven walles were hung 
With rugged monuments of times fore-paſt, 
Of which, the ſad effect of diſcord ſung : 
There were rent robes, and broken ſcepters plac't 3 
Altars defil'd, and holy things defac't 
Diſhevered ſpears, and ſhields ytorne in twaine, a 
Great cittys ranſackt, and ſtrong caſtles ras't, 5 1 
Nations captived, and huge armies flaine : 


Of all which ruines there ſome reliques did remaines 


There was the ſigne of antique Babylon, 
Of fatal Thebes, of Rome that raigned long, 
Of ſacred Salem, and ſad Ilion, 
For memory of which, on high there hong 
The golden apple (cauſe of all their wrong) 
For which the three faire godde ſſes did ſtrive: 
There alſo was the name of Nimrod ſtrong, 
Of Alexander, and the princes five, 
Which ſhar'd to them the ſpoiles which he had got alive: 


And there the reliques of the drunken fray, 
The which amongſt the Lapithees befell, 

And of the bloody feaſt, which ſent away 
S0 many centaurs drunken ſouls to hell, | 
That under great Alcides' furie fell: 

And of the dreadful diſcord, which did drive 
The noble Argonauts to out-raze fell, 


That | 


L141 
That each of life ſought other to deprive, 
Ail mindleſs of the golden-fleece which made them ſtrive 


And eke of private perſons many moe, 
That were too long a worke to count them all; 

Some of ſworne friends, that did their faith forgoe; 
Some of borne brethren, prov'd unnatural; 
Some of deare lovers, foes perpetual ; 

Witneſs their broken bands there to be ſeen, 

Their girlonds rent, their bowres diſpoiled all; 

The monuments whereof there byding been, 

As plaine as at the firſt, when they were freſh and green. 


Such was the houſe within; but all without 
The barren ground was full of wicked weeds,. 

Which ſhe herſelf had ſowen all about, 

Now growen great, at firſt of little ſeedes, 
The ſeeds of evil words, and factious deedes ; 

Which when to ripeneſs due they growen are, 
Bring forth an infinite increaſe, that breedes 

Tumultuous trouble, and contentious jarre, 

The which moſt often end in blood-ſhed and in warre. 

And thoſe ſame curſed ſeeds do alſo ſerve | 
To her for- bread, and yield a living food : 

For life it 1s to her, when others ſterve 
Through.miſchievous debate, and deadly feood, 
That ſhe may ſuck their life, and drink their blood, 
With which ſhe from her childhood had been fed, 
For ſhe at firſt was born of helliſh brood, 

And by infernal furies nouriſhed, 


Dat by her monſtrous 85 might caſily be read. 
er 
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Her face molt foule and filthy was to ſce, 
With ſquinted eyes contrary ways extended, 
And loathly mouth, unmeet a mouth to be 
That nought but gall and venum comprehended, 
And wicked words that God and man offended : 
Her lying tongue was in two parts divided, 
And both the parts did ſpeak, and both contended 3 
And as her tongue, ſo was her heart decided, 
That never thought one thing, but doubly ſtill was 
guided. 5 


Als as ſhe double ſpeake, fo heard ſhe double, 
With matchleſs eares deformed and diſtort, 
Fil'd with falſe rumours, and ſeditious trouble, 
Bred in aſſemblies of the vulgar ſort, 
That ſtill are led with every light report. 
And as her eares, ſo eke her feete were odde, 
And much unlike ; th' one long, the other ſhort, 


And both miſplac't; that when th' one forward godes 


The other back retired, and contrary trode, 


"Likewiſe unequal were her handes twaine : 
That one did reach, che other puſht away: 
The one did make, the other mar'd againe, 
And ſought to bring all things unto decay; 
Whereby great riches, gathered many a day, 
She in ſoft ſpace did often bring to nought, 
And their ꝓoſſeſſours often did diſmay. 
For all her ſtudy was, and all her thought, 
How ſhe could overtkrowe the thing that concord: 
wrought, 90 
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So much her malice did her might ſurpaſs, 
That even th' Almighty ſelf ſhe did maligne, 
Becauſe to man ſo merciful he was, 
And unto all his creatures ſo benigne, 
Sith ſhe her ſelf was of his grace indigne: 
For all this world's faire workmanſhip ſhe tride, 
Unto his laſt confuſion to bring 
And that great golden chain quite to divide, 
With which it bleſſed concord hath together tide, 
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Report of an adjudged Cafe, not to be found n any of 
the Books, 0 OW ER. 
B'rezn Noſe and eyes a ſtrange conteſt aroſe, 
The ſpectacles ſet them unhappily wrong; 


The point in diſpute was, as all the world knows; 


To which the laid ſpectacles ought 1 to belong. 


So the tongue was "he lawyer, and and the cauſe 


With a great deal of {kill, and a wig full of learning; 


While chief baron Ear fat to balance the laws, 
So fam'd for his talent in nicely diſcerning. 


In behalf of the Noſe, it will quickly appear, 

And your lordſhip, he ſaid, will undoubtedly find, 
That the Noſe has had ſpectacles always in wear, 
Which amounts to poſſeſſion time out of mind. 


Then 


©. 
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Then holding the ſpectacles up to the court— 


Your lordſhip obſerves they are made with a ſtraddle, 


As wide as the ridge of the Noſe is; in ſhort, 
Deſign'd to fit cloſe to it, juſt like a ſaddle, 


Again would your lordſhip 2 moment ſuppoſe 
('Tis a caſe that has happen'd, and may be aga in) 
That the viſage or countenance had not a Noſe, 


Pray who would or who could wear ſpectacles then ? 


On the whole it appears, and my argument ſhews, 
With areaſoning the court will never condemn, 


That the ſpectacles plainly were made for the Noſe, 
And the Noſe was as plainly intended for them. 


Then ſhifung his ſide, as a lawyer knows how, 
He pleaded again in behalf of the Eyes; 
But what were his arguments few people know, 


For the court did not think they were equally wiſe] 


So his lordſhip decreed, with a grave ſolemn tone, 
Deciſive and clear, without one i or but— 

That whenever the Noſe put his ſpectacles on, 
By day-light or candle-Iight—Eyes ſhould be ſhuts 
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The Revenge of America 


HEN Cortez furious legions Yew 
O'er ravag'd fields of rich Peru, 
Struck with his bleeding people's woes, 


Old India's awful genius roſe : 


He ſat on Andes” topmolt ſtone, 


And heard a thouſand nations groan ; 


For grief his feathery crown he tore, 

To ſee huge Plata foam with gore; 

He broke his arrows, ſtamp'd the ground, 
To view his cities ſmoaking round, 


What woes, he cried, hath luſt of gold 


 O'er my poor country widely roll'd ! 


Plund'rers proceed! my bowels tear, 


But ye ſhall meet deſtruction there. 


From the deep-vaulted mine {hall riſe 


4 


Th' inſatiate fiend, pale Avarice; 


Whoſe ſteps ſhall trembling Juſtice fly, 
Peace, Order, Law, and Amity ! 

I ſee all Europe's children curſt 
With lucre's univerſal thirſt : 

The rage that ſweeps my ſons away 
My baneful gold ſhall well repay, 


ln. 
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THE CHOICE OF HERCULES, 
From the Greet: of Prodicus. 


By BISHOP LOWIII. 


* 
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TOW had the ſon of Jove, mature, attain'd | 
The joyful prime ; when youth, elate and gay, 
Steps into life, and follows unreſtrain'd 
Where paſſion leads, or prudence points the way. 
In the pure mind, at thoſe ambiguous years, 


Or vice, rank weed, firſt ſtrikes her pois*nous root; 


Or haply virtue's op'ning bud appears 
By juſt degrees, fair bloom of faireſt fruit! 
For, if on youth's untainted thought impreſt, 


The gen'rous puryote all mall warm the manly breaſt. 


As on a day, refle&ing on his age 
For higheſt deeds now ripe, Alcides ſought 


Retirement, nurſe of contemplation ſage, 


Step following ſtep, and thought ſucceeding thought; 


Muſing, with ſteady pace the youth purſued 
His walk, and doſt in meditation ſtray'd 
Farin a lonely vale, with ſolitude | 
Converſing; while intent his mind ſurvey'd 
The dubious path of life: before him lay, 


Here virtue's rough aſcent, there pleaſure's flow'ry way. 
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Much did the view divide his wav'ring mind: 

Now glow d his breaſt with gen'rous thirſt of fame; 
Now love of eaſe to ſofter thoughts inclin'd 

His yielding foul, and quench'd the riſing flame : 
When, lo! far off two female forms he ſpies ; 
Direct to him their fleps they ſeem to bear ; 
Both large and tall, exceeding human ſize; 

Both, far exceeding human beauty, fair. 
Graceful, yet each with diff*rent grace they move; 
This {triking ſacred awe ; that, ſofter winning love. 


The gel 5 in native dignity ſurpaſs'd ; 

Artleſs and unadorn'd ſhe pleas'd the more; 
Health o'er her looks a genuine luſtre caſt; 

A veſt more white than new-fallen ſnow ſhe wore ; 
Avgull ſhe trod, yet modeſt was her air; 

Serene her eye, yet darting heavenly fire. 
Still ſhe drew near; and nearer ſtill more fair, 

More mild, appear'd : yet ſuch as might inſpire 
Pleaſure corrected with an awful fear; 


Majeſtically ſweet, and amiably ſevere. 


The other dame ſeem'd even of fairer hue; 
But bold her mien, unguarded rov'd her eye, 
And her fluſh'd cheeks confeſs'd at nearer vicw 
The borrow'd bluſhes of an artful dye, 


E 


3 
All ſoft and delicate, with airy ſwim 
Lightly ſhe danc'd along: her robe betray 4 
Thro' the clear texture every tender limb, 
Height'ning the charms it only ſeem'd to fl. ade: 
And as it flow'd adow n, ſo looſe and thin, 


Her ſtature ſhew'd more tall, more ſnowy white ber {ſkin , 


Oft with a faite (he view: d herſelf aſkance 
Even on her ſhade a conſcious look the threw : 
Then all around her caſt a careleſs glance, 
To mark what gazing eyes her beauty drew. 
As they came near, before that other maid 
5 Approaching de cent, eagerly ſhe preſs'd . 
With haſty ſtep; nor of repulſe afraid, 
With freedom bland the w ond'ring youth addreſs'd ; 
With winning fondneſs on his neck ſhe hung 3 


3 
Sweet as the honey-dew flow'd her enchanting tongue: 


Dear Hercules, whence this unk ind delay ? 
Dear youth, what doubts can thus diſtract thy mind? 
Securely follow where I lead the way, 
And range thro. wilds of pleaſure unconfin'd. 
Wich me retire from noiſe, and pain, and care, 
Embaih'd in bliſs, and wrapt in endleſs eaſe: 
Rough is the road to fame, thro' blood and war: 
Smooth 15 my way, and all my paths are peace. 
With me retire, from toils aud perils free, 
Leave honour to the wretch ! pleaſuros weie ma le for thee, 
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Then will ! grant thee all thy ſoul's deſire; 
All that may charm thine ear, and pleaſe thy ſight ; ; 
All that the thought can frame, or wiſh require, 
To ſteep thy raviſh'd ſenſes in delight: 
The ſumptuous feaſt, enhanc'd with muſic's ſound, 
Fitteſt to tune the melting ſoul to love, 
Rich odours, breathing choiceſt ſweets around ; 
The fragrant bow'r, cool fountain, ſhady grove; | 
Freſh flow'rs to ſlre thy couch; and crown thy head: 
Joy ſhall attend thy ſleps, and eaſe ſhail fm thy bed, 


Theſe will I 8 conſtantly ſupply, 
Pleaſures not earn'd with toil, nor mix'd with woe ; 


Far from thy reſt repining want ſhall fly, 
Nor labour bathe in ſweat thy careful brow, 
Mature the copious harveſt ſhall be thine, 

Let the laborious hind ſubdue the ſoil ; 
Leave the raſh ſoldier ſpoils of war to win, 
Won by the ſoldier thou ſhalt ſhare the ſpoil: 
Theſe ſofter cares my beſt allies employ, 

New pleaſures toinvent, to with, and to enjoy.“ 


Her winning voice the youth attentive caught; 
He gaz'd impatient on the ſmiling maid ; 
Still gaz'd and liſten'd ; then her name beſought : 
« My name, fair youth, is Happineſs,” ſhe laid: 
ce. Well can my friends this envied truth maintain; 


They 
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They ſhare my bliſs, they beſt can freak my praiſe 7 
Tho' Slander call me Sloth (detrattion vain !) 
Heed not what Slander, vain detratter, ſays; 


Slander, ſtill prompt true merit to defame, 


To blot che br ighteſt worth, and blaſt the faireſt name.“ 


By his arciv'd the fair majeſtic maid ; 
She all the while, with the ſame modeſt pace, 

| Compos'd advanc'd : % Know, Hercules,“ ſhe ſaid 
With manly tone, © thy birth of heavenly races 

Thy tender age, that lov'd inſtruction's voice, 
Promis'd thee generous, patient, brave, and wiſe 5 

When manhood ſhould confirm thy glorious choice, 
Now expectation waits to ſee thee riſe. 

Riſe, youth! exalt thyſelf and me; approve 


Thy high deſcent from heaven, and dare be worthy Jove. 


But what truth prompts, my tongue ſhall not diſguiſe: 

The ſteep aſcent mult be with toil ſubdued ; 
Watching and cares mult win the lofty prize 

Propos'd by Heaven—true bliſs and real good, 
Honour rewards the brave and bold alone; 

She ſpurns the timorous, indolent, and baſe : 
Danger and toil ſtand: ſtern before her throne, | | 

And guard (fo Jove commands) the ſacred place: 
Who ſeeks her muſt the mighty coll ſuſtain, 

And pay the price of fame—labour, and care, and pain, 


E 3 Would 


5 . at Eee ee . — 


1 54 | 
Wouldſt thou engage the gods peculiar care ? 
O Hercules, th' immortal pow'rs adore! 
With apure heart, with. ſacrifice, and pray'r 
Attend their altars, and their aid implore. 
Or, would'ſt thou gain thy country's loud applauſe, 
Lov'd as her father, as her god ador'd” 
Be thou the bold aſſerter of her cauſe; 
Her voice in council, in che fight her ſword-: 
In peace, in war, purſue thy country's good; 
For her bare thy bold breaſt, and pour thy generous blood, 


Wouldſt thou, to quel the proud and lift th' oppreſt, 
In arts of war and matchleſs ſtrength excel ? 
Firſt conquer thou thyſelf: to eaſe, to reſt, 
To each ſoft thought of pleaſure, bid farewel. 
The night alternate, due to ſweet repoſe, 
In watches waſte: in painful march, the day: 


Congeal'd amidſt the rigorous winter's.ſnows, 


Scorch'd by the ſummer” s thirſt-inflamin g ray. 
Thy harden'd limbs ſhall boaſt ſuperior might: 
Vigour {hall brace thine am, reſiſtleſs. in the ac 5 


6 Hearfl thou what monſters. ag thou muſt engage? 


What dangers, .gentle youth, .ſherbids thee prove? 
(Abrupt ſays Sloth)—““ IIl fit thy tender age 
VPamult and wars, fit age for. Joy and love. 


Tur, Dy 


L 35 ] 
Turn, gentle youth, to me, to love, and joy ; 
To theſe I lead: no monſters here ſhall tay 
Thine eaſy courſe ; no cares thy peace annoy z 
I lead to bliſs a nearer, ſmoother way : 
Short is my way, fair, eaſy, ſmooth, and plain : 
Turn, gentle youth—with me eternal pleaſures reign,” 


& What pleaſures, vain miſtaken wretch, are thine ?““ 


(Virtue with ſcorn replied) & who fleep'ſt incaſe 
Inſenſate ; whoſe ſoft limbs the toil decline 
That ſeaſons bliſs, and makes enjoyment pleaſe : :. 
Draining the coptous bowl ere thirlt require: 
Feaſting ere hunger to the feaſt invite 
| Whoſe taſteleſs joys anticipate deſire, 
W hom luxury ſupplies wirh appetite ; 
Vet nature loaths, and you employ in vain 
Variety and art to conquer her diſdain. 


The ſparkling neQar, cool'd with ſummer ſnowss. 

The dainty board with choiceſt viands ſpread. 
To thee are talleleſs all! fincere repoſe 

Flies from thy flow'ry couch and doyny. bed, 
For thou art only tir'd with indolence : 

Nor is thy fleep with toil and-labour bought, 
Tk imperfett fleep, that lulls thy languid ſenſe 
In dull oblivious interval of thought ; 

Fhat kindly fleals th' inactive hours away 


From Ul long ling? 'ring ſpace, that lengthens out the days 
From 
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From bounteous nature's une xhauſted flores. 

Flows the pure fountain of lincere delights : 
Averſe to her, you waſte the joyleſs hours; 

Sleep drowns thy days, and riot rules thy nights, 
Immortal tho' thou art, indignaat Jove 

Hurl'd thee from heaven, th' immortals bliſsful place, 
For ever baniſh'd from the realms above, 

To dwelt on earth with man's degenrate race: 
Fitter abode ! on earth alike diſgrac'd ; FT IO 
Rejected by the wiſe, and by the fool embrac'd, 


Fond wretch, that vainly weeneſt all delight 
To gratify the ſenſe, reſerv'd for thee 1. 
Yet the molt pleaſing object to the ſight, | 
Thine own fair action, never didſt thou ſee. 
Tho' lull'd with ſofter ſounds chou lieſt along, 
Soft muſic, warbling voices, melting lays; 
Ne'er didſt thou hear, more ſweet than ſweetell ſong 
Charming the ſoul, thou ne'er didſt hear thy praiſe 
Noto thy revels let the fool repair; 
To ſuch go ſmooth thy ſpeech, and ſpread thy tempting 
mares: :-- 


Valt happineſs enjoy thy gay allies ! 
A youth of follies, an old age of cares; 
| Young yet enervate, old yet never wiſe, 
Vice waſtes their vigour, and their mind impairs. 
Ts Vain, 


7 
Vain, idle, delicate, in thoughtleſs caſe. ; 
Reſerving woes for age, their prime they ſpend 3 


All wretched, hopeleſs, in the evil days, 

With ſorrow to the verge of life they tend. 

Griev'd with the preſent, of the paſt aſham'd, 

They live and are deſpis'd; they die, nor more are nam'd, 


But with the gods, and godlike men, I dwell 
Me, his ſupreme delight, th'Almighty Sire 
Regards well pleas'd': whatever works excel, 
All, or divine or human, I inſpire, 
_ Counſel with Rirength, and induſtry with art, 
In union meet conjoin'd, with me reſide : 
My dictates arm, inſtruct, and mend the heart, 
The ſureſt policy, the wiſeſt guide. 
With me true friendſhip dwells : ſhe deigns to bind 
Thoſe generous ſouls alone, whom I before have join'd, 


Nor need my friends the various collly feaſt ; 
Hunger to them th' effects of art ſupplies; 

Labour prepares their weary limbs to reſt ; 1 
Sweet is their ſleep; light, chearful, ſtrong they rife, 

Thro' health, chro' joy, thro' pleaſure, and renown 

They tread my paths; and by a ſoft deſcent 

At length to age all gently ſinking down, 

Look back with tranſport on a life weil ſpent; 

In which no hour flew unimprov' d away; 

In which ſome gen'cous deed dillinguiſh ey'ry day. 


And 
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And when, the deſtin'd term at lengths complete, 


Their aſhes reſt in peace, eternal fame 
Sounds wide their praiſe: triumphant over fate, 
In ſacred ſong for ever lives their name. 
This, Herculus, is happineſs ! obey _ 

My voice, and live: let thy celeſtial birth 
Lift and enlarge thy thoughts: behold the way 

That leads to fame, and raiſes thee from earth 
Immortal ! Lo, I guide thy ſteps. Ariſe, 


Purſue the glorious path, and claim thy native ſkies,”* 


Her words breathe fire celeſlial, and impart 
New vigour to his foul, that ſudden caught 
The generous flame: with great intent his heart 
Swelis full, and labours with exalted thought. 
The miſt of error from his eyes diſpell'd, 
Thro' all her fraudful arts, in cleareſt light, 
Sloth in her native form he now beheld ; 
Unveil'd ſhe ſtood confeſs'd beſore his ſight: 
Falſe Siren !—All her vaunted charms, that ſhone 
So freſh erewhile and fair, now wither'd, pale, and gone, 
No more the roſy bloom in ſweet diſguiſe 
| Maſks her dillembled looks; each borrow'd grace 
Leaves her wan cheek; pale ſickneſs clouds her eyes 


Livid and ſunk , and pa ſſions dim her face. 


As 
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As when fair Iris has awhile diſplay'd 


Her wat'ry arch, with gaudy painture gay, 
While yet we gaze the glorious colours fade, 

And from our wonder gently ſteal away: 
Where ſhone the beauteous phantom erſt ſo bright, 
Now low'rs the low-hung cloud, all gloomy to the fight. 


But Virtue, more engaging, all . while 
Diſclos'd new charms, more lovely, more ſerene, 
Beaming ſweet influence: a milder ſmile 


Soften'd the terrors of her lofty mien. 


„Lead, goddeſs ; I am thine!” tranſported cried 


Alcides; .O propitious pow'r, thy way 
Teach me! poſſeſs my ſoul ! be thou my guide: 
From thee oh never, never let me ſtray !” 
While ardent thus the youth his vows addreſs'd, 
With all the goddeſs hil'd, already glow'd his breaſt. 


The heavenly wal with ſtrength divine endued 


IIis daring ſoul; where all 7 OR pow'rs combin'd: : 
Firm conſtancy, undaunted fortitude, 
| Enduring patience, arm'd his mighty mind, | 
Unmov'd in toils, in dangers undiſmay'd, 

By many a hardy deed and bold emprize, 
From fierceſt monſters, thro' her pow'rful aid, 

He freed the earth! thro' her he gain'd the ſkies, 
*T'was virtue plac'd him in the bleſt abode ; 5 
Crown'd with eternal youth, among the gods a god. 


On 
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On a Goldfinch ſtarved to Death in his Cage. 
CowrBR. 


IME was when I was free as air, 
4 The thiſtle's downy ſeed my fare, | 
My drink the morning dew ; 
I perch'd at will on ev'ry ſpray, 
My form genteel, my plumage gay, 
My ſtrains for ever new. 


But gaudy plumage, ſprightly ſtrain, 
And form genteel, were all in vain, 

And of a tranſient date: | 
For caught and cag'd, and flarv'd to And 
In dying ſighs my little breath 
Soon paſs'd the wiry grate. 


Thanks, gentle ſwain, for all my woes, 
And thanks for this effectual cloſe 
And cure of ev'ry ill! 

More cruelty could none expreſs 3 

And I, if you had ſhewn me leſs, 
Had been your pris'ner ſtill. 
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